The Lift ini Death 

Dit* Thjr life anfwet ? 

Enter Servant vfith Beets ', 

' Ter» Bring my Boots, F will unto the King* 

'• ^ut-Strikebim ^sfmer/e- Poore boy ,thou attaint'd, 

Hence Villaine, never more come in my %ht. 

2*ffr.Give me my Boots I fay* 

Dnt. Why 2*ori^f,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the treipaffe of thine owne? 

Have we mote fonnes ? Or arc we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou pluckc my fairc fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Ter, Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thcuconcealc thisdarkeconlpiracy ? 

A dozen oF them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands > 

To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dnt. He fl->all be none ; 

Wce’l keepe him here ; then what is that to him : 

Ter, Away fond woman .* were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dut> Hadri thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wonldcft be more pittifirll : 

Butuowl know thyminde; thou do’ft fijfpc<51 
That I have bccne diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a bafiard , not thy lonne: 

Sweet Tori^, fweet husband, be not of that minds 
Heisaslikethce, asamanmaybe, 

Notliketome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Ter. Make way,unruly woman* Ex/t. 

Dnt* After t/9umerle. Mount thee upon his Horfej 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And bee thy pardon, ere he doc accufc thee. 

He not be long behmde; though I be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will 1 rife up from the ground. 
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tf Richard the fteond. 

Till Bntlifghreeke have pardon’d t^e: Away>C 



Enter Bullingliroeke^Perej/tnd ether L*rit, 

Bnl. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fpnne ? 

'Tis full three monthesfince I did fee hun lift. 

If any pi ague hang over us, *tis he s 
I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found. 
Enquire at London, 'mongft theTavemes thcie t 
For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofc Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay) as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And robour watch, and beaie our palfengers. 

Which he (young wancon.and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on. the poynt of honour, tolupport 
Sodiffoluteacrew* 

Per. My Lord, feme two dayes (ince 1 few the Prince, 
And told him of theie triumpbes held at Oxford* 

Bui. And what fey d the Gallant? 

Per, His anfvvcr was, he would Unto the ftewca* 

And from the common’ If creature plucke a glove 
And wearc it as a iavoiM: , and with that 
He would unhorse the uftieft challenger. 

Bui. As diifolutc as defp’ratc, yet through bofbj 
Ilcefomc fparks of better hope; which elder day e* 

May happily bring forth * But who comes here ? ■ , f ■ - ■ 
Enter Aunterle, . , O 

-^«w.WhereisthcKing? ■ - 

Bui. What meanes my Cofin, that he Hares . . 

And' lookes fo wilddy ? . ' ' i. - . (iefty 

-^»«* God fave your Grace, I doe befcedi yoiir Mar 
0 nave feme conference with vour Grace alone.' ■ 


'Withdraw yourfelves^nd leave us hese^dOiM^ r 
w Hat IS the the matter with our Gofin now i o 'i : ^ 



